CHAPTER   XV
Whatever Happens
MARIE was born to have glorious courage. All her
life she had had to call upon her valiancy, and it
had grown strong and would not fail her. More-
over, she had truly loved a great man, and Pierre
had left her a word to remember and to obey
when her world fell to pieces around her. "What-
ever might happen/' he had said, one day when
they were talking of death, "whatever might
happen, and even though one might be like an
empty body, whose spirit was dead, it would be
one's duty to go on working all the same." So
Marie, fortunately, had to go on working. "When
a pension was offered her, she refused it, saying
she was young enough to earn for herself and her
children.
She found an odd little way of comfort which
seems to make her all the dearer to us: she wrote
her diary as if she were speaking to Pierre:
"They have offered to let me take your place,
my Pierre: your lectures and the direction of your
laboratory. I have accepted. I don't know if I
have done right or wrong. You have often told
me that you would like me to give a course of
lectures at the Sorbonne. And I would at least
like to try to continue your work. At one moment
that seems the easiest way to go on living; at an-
other I seem a fool to undertake it,"